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Enjoy the Silence 


A lazy grin appeared on Scott's face as the drug coursed through his veins. Warmth overtook him as he 
plucked the needle from his arm. Slowly, his thoughts drifted away. He didn't care about anything for that one 
moment; not the fact that everyone seemed to hate him, not that he had ducked out of a party to shoot up. 
It all seemed to fit. Everything flowed. 


He'd go back out in a few minutes, once he felt better. Once the thought of all the well-to-fucking-do label 
execs staring at him like he was a pariah who didn't belong left his mind, he'd go back out, give them all a grin 
that practically told them to fuck off. His smile grew, his head swam. Footsteps echoed against the tile, and he 
shifted in the floor of the tiny bathroom stall, hoping not to be seen. But what'd he care? Even if someone did 
see him with his kit out, they wouldn't tattle. He made all their money, put them in their cushy houses, fueled 
their sports cars, bought their wives’ fake tits. He had them by the balls. 


The door swished against the floor, and his guest was gone. It felt like time was on fast-forward. He sat up a 
little, back against the thick plastic wall. He fished through his pockets, craving sweet nicotine. From his back 
pocket he pulled a book of matches, acquired at the strip club he'd been at the night before, but no cigarettes. 


He frowned, lip jutting out like a petulant little child's. "If | were cigarettes." he mused quietly, eyes searching 


the tiny stall as if they'd be hiding behind the toilet. When his eyes landed on his jacket, crumpled in a pile on 
the floor, he smirked. Leaning forward, he dug through the shapeless fabric, reaching into all the pockets and 
secret compartments. A moment later, he found his box, albeit half-empty and somewhat crushed. Examining 


them, he quickly picked out which had remained most intact, and once he straightened it out a little, he lit it. 


Pressing it between his lips, he inhaled, smoke filling his lungs. A good, long drag hadn't felt that good in a long 
while. Slowly, he exhaled, a gray cloud filling the tiny stall. It swirled, remaining stagnant in the still air. He 
watched, silently, hypnotized, as if he'd never seen smoke before in his life. He heard the door swish again, and 


looked up, head tilted like a dog that'd just heard a high squeal. Would they throw him out for smoking? He 
smirked, took another drag. Houses, sports cars, tits. By the balls, indeed. 


He released more smoke, listening to the slapping of shoes against the tile. Shutting his eyes, he leaned his head 
back against the wall. Things seemed to be moving slower, and he wondered if the fast-forward had been 
turned off, things seemed to be moving slower. When he heard the hard rapping against the door of the stall, 
he knew it. 


"Scott, get your ass out here,” he heard between the angry knocks, "And put out that fucking cigarette, you'll 
get thrown out" 


Scott blinked and did just that, stubbing out his cigarette against the door, leaving a big black mark against the 
gray and white speckled surface. He recognized the voice once he pulled his head out of the clouds. Really, he 
should've known that Dean would come looking for him at some point, it wasn't that hard to imagine. He was 


very tempted to mention that Dean smoked like a chimney, too, but he bit his tongue. He sounded pissed. 
"| said get your ass out here," he growled, rattling the door. "C'mon" 


Sighing, Scott let his eyes flit across the tiny enclosure, searching for some kind of escape route. After a 


moment, he reached up and unlocked the door. "Its open," he muttered, voice quiet. 


The door swung open, narrowly missing Scott. He scowled at Dean, but controlled his facial expression when he 
saw the look on his face. With the bright light behind him and the shadows on his face, he looked like the Devil 


himself. His eyes were narrow, and rimmed with a classic sign of a lack of sleep. 


"Um, hi," he blurted out. He hoped he sounded innocent. 


"| can't believe you," Dean hissed. "I can't fucking believe you." 


Scott blinked at him, watching his expression change rapidly. He could see Dean go from angry to disappointed in 
the span of a few seconds, and he wasn't entirely sure of what he would've preferred An angry Dean would've 
yelled, maybe thrown a few punches, but then it'd be over. Disappointed Dean, on the other hand, would linger 
for days, shooting you dirty looks and treating you like you weren't paying attention and let one of his dogs 


loose. 


Once again, time seemed like it was on fast forward. But Scotts mind had stayed at normal speed. It took a few 


blurred moments for him to notice that Dean wasn't looking at him at all, but at the floor. He followed his 
eyes, meeting their focus at his kit, carelessly strewn on the floor. His heart sank. It was hard to remember, 
hard to care about what Dean might say to him whenever he needed a fix. He knew Dean wanted him to quit, 


he just didn't care. 


"Get up," Dean hissed, words stinging. Scott refused to move, only getting to his feet when Dean grabbed his 
shoulder and yanked him up to his feet. He glowered, rubbing the area in pain, still able to feel where Dean's 
fingers had dug into him. 


"You didn't have to manhandle me, for fuck's sake," he mumbled, glaring. 


"Then how else am | supposed to get the fucking message across, Scott?" Dean said. Scott watched him scowl 
and reach up, rubbing his forehead in frustration. He couldn't help but tell himself there was no way Dean was 


more frustrated than he was. 
"Clean this shit up. Fuck, Scott, what if someone walked in on you? | mean, what the fuck were you thinking?" 


He opened his mouth, totally ready to say something back, but couldn't. At first, he wanted to tell Dean that 
he wasn't thinking anything, but it dawned on him how absolutely dumb it would sound, and he shut his mouth 


once again. 


Neither of them spoke for a long moment. The silence that formed between them was electric, dangerous. 
Scott shuffled his feet and struggled not to make eye contact, but Dean wouldn't return the same courtesy. 
He could feel his hot stare burning into him. The sound of Dean's feet moving against the tile roused Scott 


from his thoughts, and he looked up to see that he'd taken a step back. He waited, fighting the urge to let out 
a sigh of relief. 


"Did you hear me?" he growled. "Pick that shit up, man" 


As he crouched back down on the floor, he shot Dean a look. "You're such a fucking asshole. Now | have to 
worry about someone walking in and catching me, y'know? Just barge the fuck in on me. Christ. Would you 
watch the door?" Teeth gritted together, nostrils flared, he carefully collected his kit, placing everything where 
it belonged. He could still feel Dean staring at his back, and it made him want to stab him in the neck with the 
fucking syringe, just to get him to stop. For a moment it really seemed like a good idea, but he resisted; it took 
all of his strength, but he resisted. 


Finally Scott picked up his coat and wrenched it halfway on, taking the time to conceal his kit in the hidden 


inner pocket before pulling on the other sleeve. He glared at Dean. "Are you fucking happy now? Hmm?" 


There was no response, but Dean really had one in mind, Scott could see it in his eyes. He sighed and went to 
push past him, but felt Dean's hand lock onto his wrist, tight enough to make his hand tingle. "What the hell 


are you doing? Let me go." 


“Shut up. I'm taking you home." Dean added a harsh look at the end, as if to justify his point. 
Scott balked and pulled back, his eyes a little wide. "What the fuck? What are you, my mommy?" 


"Well, if you're gonna act like a fucking kid, | guess someone has to take care of you," he scoffed. "Now come 


on, you're too fucking wasted to be around the people that control your fucking career.” 


A helpless look on his face, Scott tried to jerk away, but the next thing he knew, he was being dragged along, 
out of the bathroom, and through the crowded hall where the executives munched on expensive food and 
chattered pointlessly with their trophy wives, pretending to be interested in one another. Finally, Scott resigned, 
letting Dean lead him along. He wished he hadn't made the mommy comment; he kept hearing Dean's response 
in his head, and it was really beginning to make him feel like some stupid little kid, being taken home because he 
was misbehaving. When he slowed, Dean gave his arm a jerk, forcing him to keep up. Scott sighed, looking in the 


opposite direction Anyone who had noticed their hurried procession was staring; he was absolutely mortified. 


"Dean," he hissed sharply, desperate not to make eye contact with anyone, "Let me go, for Christ's sake. 


Please!" 


He was amazed when Dean complied. The swing of the service door caught his ear, and he looked up. With a 
sharp shove to his back, he was pushed out into the dry air of the California night, and immediately he longed 
for the warmth that he'd just been so rudely pulled from. He could hear Dean's careful footsteps against the 
pavement, but wouldn't dare look at him. Instead he stared at the grourd, at the cigarette butts scattered 
around, and the little shards of glass that glittered in the orange light that hung above them. 


The cramped surroundings of the back alley were paralyzing. Scott stood, shuffling his feet, wondering what to 
do next. He kicked a bit of glass and watched it skitter across the pavement, and finally he spoke, his voice 
bitter and wounded. "I thought you said you were taking me home." 


He stood stock-still, awaiting an answer. He seethed. Not once could he remember being so absolutely furious, 


not once could he remember having so much pent-up rage directed at Dean. 


It was soon clear that there was no point in waiting for an answer. 


"God DAMN you, Dean! God FUCKING damn you. | don't need you or anyone else to treat me like a fucking kid! | 
know what I'm doing, | know what to do to take care of myself," he shouted, not caring who heard. His cheeks 
burned; he could still feel blood rushing to his face. He stared forward at Dean, hating how he seemed 


emotionless, hating how everything he said seemed to roll off of him like water. 


"All | needed was one good fucking fix and | would've been fine for the night. Why can't you just see that! | 


don't need you to take care of me! | don't need you!" 


He felt his hands shake. That last remark had hit home, he knew it. He might as well have punched Dean in the 
stomach; he looked like he'd had the wind knocked out of him. Scott glowered at him, watching him take a few 


steps closer. 
"Scott, calm down--" 


"Fuck that!" he hissed. He swallowed hard. What the hell was he doing? What he really wanted to do was throw 


himself into Dean's arms and tell him how sorry he was, tell him over and over how sorry he was for failing. 


But then, that just couldn't happen. He couldn't just back down like that when he'd made such a strong stand. 


"Fuck that," he repeated, much quieter, much less sure of himself. He took a deep breath, trying to muster up 
the balls to make a move, and finally he did, throwing his hands on Dean's shoulders and shoving him against 
the brick wall of the building, being as rough with him as he had been when he dragged him out of the 
bathroom. He hoped it was humiliating, he hoped it got the message across. But he wanted to stop. 


"|| hate you," Scott growled. "| hate you so much." His hands continued to tremble, but he remained steadfast 


in keeping Dean pinned against the wall. 


It seemed like everything was moving in slow motion once again. Dean stared, but Scott couldn't pin what 
emotion lay beneath the deep green of his eyes, pretty green ruined in the orange light, he couldn't quite tell 
where it lay between disgust and sadness. 


Emotion took over at that point. Slowly, Scott leaned forward, pressing his chest against Dean's, placing his head 
at the crook of Dean's neck. He stared at the brick behind them, a dull red. He couldn't stand looking into Dean's 
eyes any longer. Scott clung to him, and he could feel the throb of Dean's heart against his chest. It was 


racing. 
Scott shuddered when he heard Dean's bitter laugh. 


| hate you too," he scoffed. Scott could feel his hair brush against his cheek as he shook his head, and it took 
all of his strength to keep from running his fingers through it. 


Hesitating more and more with each movement, Scott drew back, looking at Dean. He scowled right back at him, 
his eyes dark, eyebrows drawn together. He seemed so much like a brooding statue of a fallen angel it was 


uncanny. It made him shiver. 


It took a moment, but Scott was once again able to collect his courage. Shutting his eyes and letting go of all 
thought, he leaned close, pressing his lips against Dean's, seeking his warmth. He reveled in the brief kiss, 


amazed that Dean hadn't forced him away. But he hadn't responded, either. 

A sense of defeat rolled over Scott as he pulled back. He finally drew his hands down from Dean's shoulders 
and let them hang at his waist. He was ready to walk away and leave everything that had just happened behind 
him, should the need arise. He swallowed hard. Ready, but not willing. 


"You really do hate me, then?" he asked quietly, staring at the ground. He watched Dean's hands move, could 


feel his fingertips on his waist. "ls that a no?" he asked again, his voice growing more timid with every word he 
spoke. Dean gave him no verbal answer. Scott was afraid for a moment, afraid f every possibility, until he felt 
Dean's arms slowly slide around him, carefully drawing him into an embrace. A sigh of relief escaped him, and 
he let is eyes slip shut. 


He shivered, but at the same time, he felt warm and protected He wanted to speak, but couldn't. No matter 
how hard he tried, he couldn't deny it. No matter how badly he wanted to say it, he couldn't get the words 
out. He didn't need Dean to take care of him, he simply wanted him to. 


